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But Marwicks, after God,thou fet’ft me free, 

■And chiefely thercfore,I thankeGod,and thee. 

He was the Author,thou the Inftrument. 

Therefore that I may conquer Forrunes flight. 

By liuing low, where Fortune cannot hurt me. 

And that the people of this blcfled Land 
May not be punifht with my thwarting ftarres, 
tyarwicke, although my Head Hill weare the Cro wnc, 

I here refigne my Gouernment to thee, 

I For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

IParw. Your Grace hath Hill bcene fam’d for vertuous, 
And now may feeme as wife as vertuous. 

By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the Starrei: 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 

For chufing me.when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No Warwicke, thou art worthy of the fwajr. 

To whom the Heau’ns in thy Natiuitie, 

Adiudg’d an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 

As likely to be blcft in Peace and VVarre: 

And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent. 

Ufarw. And I chufe Clarence oncly for Protector. 
King.WarwicJyand Clarence, giue me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, 8c with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Gouernment: 

I make you both Prote&ors of this Land, 

While I my felfe will lead a priuate Life, 

And in dcuotion fpend my latter dayes. 

To finnes rebuke.and my Creators prayfe. 

Warw. What anfwercs Clarence to his Soueraignes 
will ? 

Clar. That he cpnfents, if tParwieke yeeld confcnt. 
For on thy fortune I repofe my felfe. 

]Parw. Why then,though loth,yet tiuft I be content: 
Wce'le yoake together,like a double (hadow 
To Henries Body,and fupply his place; 

I meane.in bearing weight of Gouernment, 

While he enioyes the Honor,and his eafe. 

And Clarence, now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edvard be pronounc’d a Traytor. 

And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 

Clar. What elfe ? and that Succcflion be determined. 
Warw. I .therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firft,of all your chiefc affaires. 

Let me entreat (for I command no more) 

That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 

Be fent for,to returne from France with fpecd : 

For till I fee them here, by doubtfall feare. 

My ioy of libertie is halfe eclips’d. 

Clar. It Hull bee done, my Soueraigne, with all 
fpeede. 

King. My Lord of Somerfct,what Youth is that. 

Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care ? 

Somtrf. My Liege, it is young Henry , Earle of Rich¬ 
mond. 

King. Come hither,Englands Hope: 

Lajes his Hand on his Head. 

If fecret Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my diuining thoughts, 

This prettie Lad will proue our Countries blifle. 

His Lookesare full of peacefull Maieftic, 

His Head by nature fram’d to weare a Crowne, 

His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelfe 
Likely in time to bleffe a Regall Throne: 

Make much of him,my Lords; for this is hee 
Mutt hclpe you raore,thcn you are hurt by met. 


/ 


Enter aPoJtc. 

IKarw. What newes,my friend? 

Pofie. That Edward isefcaped from y 0Jr 
And fled (as hee hearcs fincc) to Burgundie. thtr * 

tKarw. Vnlauorie newes: but how made h " 

Tejle. He was conucy’d by Richard ,Duke ofGhwuf 
And the Lord Hafiwgt ,who attended hitu °” Cr > 

In fccret arobufh.on the Forreft fide. 

And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refeu’dhim • 

For Hunting was his dayiy Exercife. 

Warw. My Brother was too careleffe of his ch 
But let vs hence,my Soueraigne,to prouide 
A faluc for any fore,that may betide. ^ 

OWanet SomtrfetRichmond,and Oxford, 

SomMy Lord,l like not of this flight of Edvard. 
For doubtleflc fBurgundit will yeeld him helpe, 

And we (hall haue more Warres befor'tbe lone, 

As Henries late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart,with hope of this ytoung Rich mn i 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Confliftj 
What may befall him,to his harme and ours, ' 
Therefore,Lord Oxford, to preuent the wotft, 
Forthwith wee’le fend him hence to Brittanie, 

Till ftormes be paft of Ciuill Enmitie. 

Oxf, I: for if Edward re-pofleffe the Ctowne, 

’Tis like that Richmond,v/hh the reft,fhall downc. 

Sow. It fhall be fo. he fhall to Brittanie, 

Come thcrefore,let’» about it fpeedily. Emm. 

Flottrifl>. Enter Edward, Richard, Hafings, 
and Stuldiers. 

.Edjr.Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings,x&d the reft, 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends, 

And faycs,that once more I fhall enterchange 
My wained flare,for Henries Regall Crownc. 

Well haue wepafs’d,and now rc-pafs’d the Seas, 

And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 

What then remaines.we being thus artiu’d 
From Raucnfpurre Hauen,before the Gates ofYoike, 
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome l 

Rich. THe Gates made faft ? 

Brother, I like not this. 

For many men that ftumble at theThrefhold, 

Are well fore-told,that danger lutkes within. 

Edw .Tufh man,aboadments muft not now affrightv*: 
By faire or foule meanes we muft enter in, 

For hither will our friends repaire to vs. 

Hail. My Liege, lie knocke once more,to funraion 
them. 

Enter on the trails, the <JWaior of Torke, 
and his "Brethren. 

oJMaior. My Lords, 

We were fore-warned of yonreomming, 

And fhut the Gates,for fafetie of our felucs} 

For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry. 

Edw. But.Maftcr Maior,if Henry be your King, 

Yct Edward,at the leaft,is Duke of Yorkc. 

t Mator. True, my good Lord, I know y oU orn 

£a’w.Why,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedome 

As being well content with that alone. ^ 
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. r^one hode meanes to nianc uk 

Why,Mafter Maior.why ftand you in a doubt ? 
.heGates*,wc are King Henries friends. 

0p en tn , r av you fo ? the Gates fhall then be opened. 
m r. l,l*YY He depends. 

.a wife flout Captaine,and foone perfwaded. 

^ The <>ood old man wouId ^ ainc that al1 wcre weI > 

, ,f re n ot1ong of him: but being entred, 

X ‘not I,but we (hall foone perfwade 
goth him, anda11 his Brothcr S> vnro reafon. 

Enter the CMator, and two tsfldcrmen. 

So Mafter Maior: thele Gates muft not be fhur, 
Botin cheNigKor hi the timeof Warre 
f,. r ,f e are not man,but yeeld me vp the Keyes, 

’ Takes hss Keyes. 

, tEfaardmU defend the TaWnc,and thee, 

And all thofe friends^thac deine to follow mee. 

March. Enter Motsntgomerie,with Dritmmt 
and Souldiers. 

Rich. Brother,this is Sir John Mountgomcrie, 

0 Ut truffle friend,vnlefle I be deceiu’d. 

Ein. Welcome Sir Iehn : but why come you in 

^ ioant. To helpe King Edward in his time of ftorme. 
AseueryJoyall Subieft ought to doe. 

Sdte. Thankcs good c Mountgomerie : 
gut we now forget our Title to the Crowne, 

And onely clayme our Dukedome, 

Till God pleafe to fend the reft. 

Mount. Then fare you well,for I will hence againe, 
lcame to ferue a King,and not a Duke: 

Drummer ftrike vp,and let vs march away. 

The Drttmrne begins to march. 

Edw. Nay flay,Sir John, a while, and wce’le debate 
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer’d. 

Mount. What talkc you of debating Pin few words. 
If you’Ie not here prodaituc your felfe our King, 
lie leaue you to your fortune,and be gone, 

Tokeepe them back,that come to fuccour you. 

Whylhall we fighr,if you pretend no Title? 

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice 
points ? 

£dw. When wee grow ftronger, 

Then wee’le make our Clayme : 

Till then,’tis wifdomc to conceale our meaning. 

Hajl. hwiay with fcrupulous Wit, now Armes muft 
rule. 

Rich. And fearelefle minds clyme fooneft vnto Crowns. 
Brother,we will proclaime you out of hand. 

The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

f^-Then be it as you will: for ’tis my right, 

And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. 

Mount. I,now my Soueraigne fpcaketh like himfelfe. 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

I/<*/?,Sound Trumpet ,Edward flial be here proclaim’d: 
Come,fellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. 

Flourifh. Sound. 

Soul. Edward the Fourthly the Grace of God, King of 
England and France,and Lord of Ireland, &c. 

Mount. And whofoe’rc gainfayes King Edwards right, 
»y this I challenge him to (ingle fight. 

Throwes downe his Gauntlet, 
aiu. Long Hue Edward the Fourth. 


Edw. Thankcs braue Montgomery, 

And thankes vnto you all ^ 

If fortune ferue me,lie requite this kindnefle. 

Now for this Night,let s harbor here in Yorke: 

And when the Morning Sunne ihall ray fc his Carre 
Abouc the 3order of this Horiaon, 

Wee’le forward towards ITarwicke.an d his Matcsj 
For well I wor,that Henry is no Souldier. 

Ah froward Clarence, how euill it befeemes thee. 

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? 

Yet as wee may,wee’le meet both thee and tvarwicke . 
Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten,doubt not of large Pay. Exeunt. 

Flourifh. Enter the KingyVarwicke.Memtague, 
Clarence, Oxford,and Somerfet . 

Vfar. WhatcounfailejLordsff^nwrrf from Belgta, 
With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pafs’d in fafetie through the Narrow Seas, 

And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 

And many giddic people flock to him. 

King. Let’s leuie men,and beat him backe againe, 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden our. 

Which being fuffer’d,Riucrs cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickfhirelhauetruc-hearced friends. 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 

Thofe will I mufter vp : and thou Sonne Clarexce 
Shalt ftirre vp in Suffolke,Norfoike,and in Kent, 

The Knights and Gentlemen,to come with thee, 

Thou Brother Mount ague ,'tn Buckingham, 

Northampton,and in Leicefterfhirc,fhalt find 
Men well enclin’d to heare what thou command’ft. 

And thou,braue Oxford, wondrous well bclou’d. 

In Oxfordfliire fhalt mufter vp thy friends. 

My Souera:gne,with the louing Citizens, 

Like to his lland,gyrt in with the Ocean, 

Ormodcft Dyan,cirdcd with her Nymphs, 

Shall reft in London,ti!l we come to him: 

Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to rcplyJ 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King. Farewell my tiettor, and my Troyes true hope. 
Clar. In figne of truth,I kiffe your Highnefle Hand. 
King. Well-minded Clarence jot thou fortunate. 
Mount. Comfort,my Lord,and fo I take my leaue. 
Oxf. And thus I feale my truth,and bid adieu. 

King. Sweet Oxford, and my louing Mountague, 

And all at once,once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell,fwect Lords,lct’s meet at Couentry. 

. Exeunt. 

King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while. 

Coufin of Exeter,vih&t thinkes your Lordfhip ? 

Me thinkcsjtne Power that Edward hath in field, 

Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exet. The doubt is,that he will feduce the teft. 

King. That’s not my feare,my meed bath got me fame: 

I haue not ftopt mine earcs to their demands, 

Norpofted oft their fuites with flow delayes. 

My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds. 

My mildncfTe hath allay’d their fwclling griefes. 

My mercie dry’d their water-flowing teares. 

I haue not been defirous of their wealth. 

Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 

Nor forward of reuenge,though they much err’d. 

Then why fliould they loue Edward more then me? 

No £A«er,thefc Graces challenge Grace: . 

__q a And [ 
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